The Comical! Hi forte of 

' Gob Be Gods fonties ‘twill be a hard way tojifc, can you tell 
me whether one Lancelot that dwels with him, dwell with him 

^Lamcelet. Talke you of young Matter UmceUt, nuke mce 
no we, now will I raife the waters ; talk* you of youti 0 Mafter 

L *&blo' No Mafter fir, but a poore mans ^™ n ^ d hl 4^tee 
though I fay’t is an honeft exceeding poore man, and God bee 

th ^“.Ws rather be wte a will, « talk, of young 

ratio, ■ for SaSS branches ot 

sa g,?.m%; Godforbid, the boy eras the «ty Me ol «, 
aSe S“D«%oke like .eudgdl.or ahovell poft,a Me, or 

a prop : yoU not young Gentleman,. 

^Lattnc Doe you. not know me Father ? 

“ uth rfl 

m gM,. Pray you fir tad up, I am fee yen moot A*** 

^ia#»cc. Pray you let’s have no mote fooling, about it, but gj^ 
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mee yourbleffing s I am Launceletykm boy that was, your fcnnc 

that is, your childe that (hall be. 

Gob. I cannot thinke you are my Sonne. 

lame I know not what I lhall thinke of that : but^ am 

LmnccUnhe Iewes man, and I am fure Mar gene your wile is my 

m °Gof.’ Her name is Margerie in deede, ile be fworne,if thou be 
lamcelet , thou art mine owne flefti and blood : Lord wor (nipt 
might he be, what a beard haft thou got;thou haft got more haire 
on thy chinne, then Dobbin my phil-horfe has on his taile. 

L«mc. It ftiould feeme then that Dobbins taile growes back- 
ward. I am fure he had more haire of his taile then I have of my 
face when I laft faw him. 

Gob. Lord how art thou cnangd : how doft thou and thy Ma- 
fter agree, I have brought him a prefent ;iiow gree you now ? 

Lame. Well, well, but for mine own part, as l have fet up my 
reft to run away, fo I will not reft till I havernnne Lome ground ; 
my Matter's a very Iewe, give him a prefent, give him a halter, I 
am famiftit in his fervice. Y ou may tell every finger I have with 
my ribs .• Father I am glad you are come, give me your prefent to 
one Mafter B a fame, who indeede gives rare new Ly veries, if I 
ferve not him, I will runne as farre as God has any ground. O rare 
fortune, here comes the man, to him Father, for 1 am a Icwe if I 
lerve the Iewe any longer. 

Enter BaJJanio with a follower or two. 

Taf. Y ou may doe fo,bat let it be io hafted that lupper be rea- 
dy at the fartheft by fiueof the clocke:fee thefe Letters delivered, 
put the Liveries to making, and defire Gratiano to come anone to 
tny lodging. 

Lame. To him Father. 

(job. God blcfle your worfhip. 

B«Jf. Gramercie, wouldft thou ought with me? 

Gob. Heere'stny Sonne fir, a poore boy. 

Launc. Not a poore b<5y fir,but the rich lews man,that would 
fir, as my Father (hall fpecifie. 

Gob. He bath a great in.fedion fir, as one would lay to lerve. 
Lam. Indeede the Ihorf'^d’ the loag is, I ferve the lew, and 
have a defire as my Father fhall fpecifie. 
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